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no time for runnin’ away 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by FictionRomance's brilliant tales of The Brothers Davies, | wanted to try my hand at something edgy 


and wicked. 


Liam rolls the black plum between his palms, smooshing it to loosen the juices before taking a bite to release 


them. He then drops the rest of the fruit into his half-full tumbler of whisky and swirls it around. 

"That's disgusting." Noel remarks, looking down his nose across the basement room where he and his brother 
are SUPPOSED to be working but have been hitting the Johnnie Walker more intensely than their instruments 
for several hours. Drinking's become the only way they can tolerate each other lately, but even well-lubricated 
there's still friction. 


"ls delicious." Liam refutes, taking a swig and smacking his lips noisily. 


"Can't you even DRINK like a fucking adult?" Noel berates belligerently. 


Liam furiously pistons his arm forward, keeping hold of the glass but hurling its contents. Liquor splashes to 
the floor but bitten plum flies to strike Noel squarely on the chest, leaving a sticky splash on his shirt before 
plopping between his feet. 


"God DAMN it, that's a waste of good whisky!" admonishes Noel. 


"You're lucky | didn't throw the GLASS!" Liam is livid. "Fuck you, Noell I'm SICK of your shit, you bossy BITCH. 
Gotta tell me how to do EVERYTHING, and now you're telling me I'm not DRINKING the right way, too?" 


"Oh, suck it, Liam. I'm not dealing with another of your stupid tantrums." 
"You'd LIKE me to suck it, wouldn’ you?" 


Noel appears to consider before calmly rejecting. "No. Even if it WOULD shut you up, you'd prob'ly do a half- 
ass job.." he takes a drink from his own glass ".like you do at everything else." 


"Cos NOBODY can be as good at ANYthing as YOU are?" Liam sneers. 
"That's right." Noel shamelessly boasts. 


He muses upon several unhappy endings in recent memory, recollecting how he'd grown so frustratedly fed up 
with that Soho chick's rubbish attempts as to slap her away in favor of his own hand. He'd finished himself 
quickly enough to paint the fading red handprint on her astonished face with sticky streaks of white like glue 
on a Valentine awaiting decoration. The simile strikes him as rather artistic, and he now projects the image 
onto Liam's sulky expression while doubting the wisdom of allowing such a mean mouth anywhere NEAR his 


cock. 


"Hah!" Liam's derisive scoff sounds to Noel like a crowcall, harsh and grating. "THAT's something you can't dol 
Betchoo couldn't give a decent blowjob, EITHER.” he smirks nastily. "And don't even TRY saying.” [mocking 
pompous imitation] ".."| could if | WANTED, but | just don't FEEL like it" You wouldr' even know HOW." Liam 
hectors. "Admit it!" 


Noel briefly imagines their toxic rivalry may be getting out of control as he realizes he'd rather his brother 
believe he HAS sucked dick before than confess to any gaps in his own experience or ability. Noel will admit 


nothing..this can be finessed his way. Its not as if Liam'll actually WANT him to DO it.. 


"| guess you'll never know..' Noel loftily declares ".since there's only one way | could PROVE it" He's confident 
enough to proclaim "Its not that difficult, really. Basic pneumatics. Crack whores like your." (he reins in 
"mother" just in time, which IS what he'd have said to anybody else) ".girlfriend don't even make it the art it 
CAN be." 


If they hadn't been alone (and drinking) together, that might've been the end of it, but Liam feels the whisky 


and resentment manifesting a need to shock and shame Noel into backing down.for once. 


"All right, Mister Man-Of-The-World, come on and prove it, then!" Liam confrontationally calls his brother's 
bluff. Lowering his tracksuit bottoms with one hand and gripping his cock with the other, he waggles it rudely 
at Noel. "Here's what | got. Whadda YOU got?" 


"Stop being a prat, Liam." Noel tries for stern insouciance, but is a trifle unnerved to observe his brother's 
prick stiffening while still being waved in his direction. "Put that silly little worm away. All you'll catch with 
such grotty baits the clap. Im not doing dick-measuring with you." 


"| don't need you to MEASURE it!" Liam snarls. "You said you know how to SUCK it, and | dont fuckin’ BELIEVE 
you, so put up or shut up like the fulla-shit chickenshit you ARE!" 


Noel knows a simple "You're right." could end this, but escalation comes easier than concession even when he's 
sober. Liam thinks to shock him? Two can play at THAT. Steeling himself, he closes the distance between them 
and takes his brother's cock firmly in hand. 


Liam flinches, but does not soften, giving Noel only HALF the reaction for which he'd hoped. 


If my mouth writes this cheque, your ass is gonna cash it” Noel pronounces, disturbed to feel Liam swelling in 


his hold, but not letting go. "If | put out, so do you. Get sucked, get fucked" 


Liam is indeed shocked Noel would take this bluff so far, but he can talk a good game, too. Leaning into his 
brother's touch, under which he's now fully erect, he leers: "If you're REALLY gonna get down on your knees 
first, guess | can bend over afterward." Since Noel WON'T, it's just bluster. 


"Nobody said SHIT about getting on my knees!" Noel growls, squeezing hard enough to make Liam gasp for 
emphasis (while wondering what it says about him that he's able to contemplate blowing his brother but NOT 
kneeling before him). "I'll use the stairs. Three steps up ought to do." 


He KNOWS Liam will cave any minute, so resolves a solid push to speed it along. Noel steering Liam backward 


with intimate grip, they reach the stairs leading up from the basement music/laundry room. 
"Up." Noel commands, releasing his grasp and watching Liam obey without further physical urging. 


One edge of the staircase hugs cinderblock wall, but the other faces a laundry nook, open space bisected by 
banister. Noel steps around to the floor beside the stairs where the handrail's just above his head. 


"Stop there" he orders, and Liam turns on the third step, belly up to the bar, with his exposed erection only 


inches from Noel's face. 


Liam KNOWS his brother won't go through with it, but he's finding this daring game incredibly exciting, and ups 
the ante. Stroking himself, he offers: "If you puss out NOW I'm gonna hold you down'n give you a pearl 


necklace." 


"In your DREAMS." Noel jeers, brazenly searching Liam's face for weakness and concealing his dismay at finding 
none. Fuck.he's only got one last-ditch gambit, and he's no longer sure it will work. Smiling widely enough to 


display as many sharp teeth as possible, he speaks sweetly, choosing his words with deliberate care. 


"You know, after you SUBMIT to this, every single time you get head for the REST of your LIFE, you'll be 
FORCED to think about ME." 


Liam matches his clever brother's devious smile, recognizing the tactic for exactly what it is. 


"Quit stallirr, Noel. You're not gonna talk ME out of it. If you CAN'T do it, jus' say so. R'you a cocksucker or a 
LIAR?" 


Noel's aware he never actually SAID he can, but also that such backpedalling quibble at THIS juncture will seem 
a shamefully weak and obvious cop-out. He'd been sure Liam couldn't POSSIBLY want this, but he's now faced 
with literally hard evidence. This is the closest look Noel's ever had at another man's equipment, and he's at a 
total loss as to whether the fact that said junk belongs to his brother makes it better or worse. 


"| can't do anything with your hand in the way." Noel insists, adding: "Tosser. If you'd rather | watch you wank 
off, just say so." 


Liam takes the hand off his dick and wraps it around the bannister, arching his back to angle his hips forward. 
This tease is torture. Noel has nowhere left to weasel, and they both know it. 


"Suck it, Noel, if you CAN." 


Noel composes his features as he prepares to back up his bluff, looking up to lock eyes with Liam, leaning in 
and lips parting. His agile, creative mind enacts a few convoluted cognitive rationalizations, and he decides he 
DOES want to after all. He thrives on novelty and control, always eager to learn and subsequently showcase 
mastery of new skills, so he's gonna be the BEST his brother's ever had, and Liam will have no clue it's his 


first attempt. 


Drawing upon experience on the receiving end, Noel wraps fingers around the base of Liam's shaft, pressing 
firmly while bending the tip downward toward his open mouth. Forgoing flirty, fluttery foreplay (little licks 
always seemed like hesitation when women've so toyed with him), he slips lips over bulbous head and manages 


to slide several inches in before pausing to acclimate. 


The warm wetness and pleasurable pressure are not new sensations for Liam, but the fact Noel's causing 
them is almost unbelievable. He'd NEVER thought it'd really happen, and had been more aroused at the 
prospect of making Noel back down than of hopes he'd follow through, but now that its begun he knows he 


wants it to continue. 


Noel swirls his tongue experimentally, relieved to note the taste is not at all unpleasant (he's eaten women way 


worse)..hints of plum, or maybe that's just his imagination. He draws in his cheeks to apply some suction, 


sliding slightly back and forth. This really ISN'T too difficult.. 


Liam inhales sharply, but stifles the moan that threatens to escape with his exhalation (he won't give Noel the 


satisfaction). Holy wow, he DOES know how.wonder where he learned? 


Noel cautiously increases the slip of his lips, taking in a bit more with each sweep along Liam's length, testing 
his own limitations while trying not to show he HAS any. Liam's likely the kind of douche who LIKES it when 


women gag, but Noel's always hated it (such an ugly noise) and resolves that he won't. 


Liam's struggling to stay silent although his pulse has begun to race and his breath to quicken. He usually 
enjoys sounding off in response to such treatment, but to utter ecstatic outcry would testify to talent, and 
his bigheaded brother doesn't deserve any more of THAT. 


Having discovered how much he can manage gracefully, Noel shifts grip so that his forefinger touches top lip 
and begins to slide hand and mouth in tandem. He can feel Liam's pulsing throb and hear his gutteral 


subvocalizations trembling closer to audible groan with each slick stroke. 


Reflexively reaching out, Liam manages to restrain his hand from caressing the head so skillfully serving as he 
usually would, clamping it instead beside its mate on the bannister, both sets of knuckles whitening as knees 


and resolve weaken. 


Noel knows he's acing this, and realizes he has a decision to make..actually two. Will or won't he allow Liam to 
finish and, if so, does or doesn't he want a mouthful of his brother's load? He's grown stiff and wishes he'd 
worn looser pants as his hardness swells uncomfortably against the zipper of his jeans while he continues 


playing this unfamiliar instrument to the best of his ability. 
Pleasure proceeding toward peak, Liam helplessly closes his eyes, tilts back his head and cries out. "Oh, GOD!" 


Certain Liam's vocal ejaculation's close on the heels of a bodily one, Noel quickly opts to stop. As he removes 
his mouth from but keeps his hand upon his brother's slick prick, he notices Liam's no longer looking at him. 


This will not do.. 


"Open your EYES, Liam." He admonishes, continuing to slide his hand slowly up and down. "and call me God 


again" 


Liam is on agonizing edge, and despises the desperate immediacy of his obedience. Gazing down into Noel's 
triumphant expression, vision clouded by lust, he gasps "God." as thick spurts erupt to further stain Noel's 


already sticky shirt. ".damn you." 


